TWELVE

JLJUSEBE picked an envelope from the left-hand pile,
imprinted the firm's stamp on the corner and transferred it
to the right-hand pile. The task was proceeding slowly,
and he had already stuffed into his pockets some fifteen
envelopes stained with ink or badly stamped. When he
tried to hurry, his hands got out of control, he mixed up
the two piles, and dribbled on to his blotting paper, or
even on to an envelope. There were also the typist's legs.
Eusebe knew that it was all wrong to look at a woman's
legs, especially those of a woman older than himself, but he
could not help a furtive glance at them now and again.
Sometimes his gaze lingered. For several minutes he sat
motionless, deprived of will, his eyes set and his lips parted,
and his heart hammering in his chest, for he retained enough
consciousness to be afraid. On Saturday morning, no
doubt in view of the week-end, and possible jaunts in the
afternoon, Solange came to the office in silk stockings. She
usually wore socks and bare legs. Silk stockings lent a
stylized elegance to feminine legs which was specially
calculated to arouse Eusebe's curiosity. Solange was in
process of reading over a letter which she had just typed, and
was sitting a little back from the table, when she dropped
her pencil. For some time past she had happened to drop
something more than once in the course of the day. At
first Eusebe did not realize what a polite youth should do,
until Solange enlightened him. It was for his good. There
is no better recommendation in life, she said, than good
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